Then he nodded to the agent. The man saluted, went
out of the room and shut the door behind him.

'Well, Vadassy, have you enjoyed your little holiday?5
Once again the high-pitched voice took me unawares. I
stared back at him coldly.

'I am to be the scapegoat after all, eh?5

He bent down, pulled one of the forms away from
the wall and sat down on it, facing me. The wood creaked
under his weight. He wiped his hands on the handker-
chief.

'It's been very warm/ he said, and then glanced up
at me. 'What did they do when you were arrested?5

'Who, the agents?

'No, your fellow guests.5

'They did nothing.5 I heard my own voice develop an
edge to it. I knew, somehow, with half my brain, that
I was losing my temper and that I could not help doing
so. 'They did nothing,5 I repeated. 'What would you ex-
pect them to do? Duclos wanted to know what the charge
was. Frau Vogel screamed. Otherwise they just looked.
I don5t suppose they're used to seeing people arrested.5
My temper rose suddenly to boiling point. 'Though I
expect that if they stayed long enough in St Gatien they
would get used to it. Next time one of the fishermen gets
drunk and beats his wife you might try arresting Vogel.
Or would that be too dangerous? Would the Swiss consul
have something to say? Perhaps he would. Or wouldn't
the Department of Naval Intelligence have enough intel-
ligence to see that? Do you know, Beghin, that when you
talked to me in that cell three days ago I actually thought
that, although you might be a bullying blackguard of a
policeman, it was possible that you had some sense. I
thought that even if you did threaten and ask inane
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